32                 THE     VENNER     CRIME
here a couple of nights ago. He propounded a most
interesting theory to account for it. He suggested that
Venner might have left home to start lii'e afresh in some
different sphere."
Oldland picked up his glass, and watched the
bubbles rising slowly to the surface of the fragrant
liquid. " " Well, it's not a bad suggestion in its way/'
he said. " People have done that, we know. But not
Venner. He'd never have screwed himself up to the
necessary pitch of determination. 1 tell you, the man's
negative. And to start life afresh is a definitely positive
action. It needs a certain amount of moral courage, for
one thing."
He put down his glass, and stared moodily^into the
fire. Dr. Priestley, knowing the strange romance of
his early years, respected his silence. After a few minutos
his face brightened, and he took a long pull at his drink.
" Sorry, Priestley/' he said. " The past will intrude
itself sometimes, however hard we try to forget it* Ven-
ner? No, Venner isn't made of that sort of stuff. Ir-
resolute. Couldn't even give his evidence at the inquest
without contradicting himself over the simplest facts. Not
like his sister. She positively revelled in it* All she
was thinking about was how her photograph would
look in the papers. Sort of woman who positively thrives
in the limelight."
" You said, I think, that you saw Ernest Venner some
three weeks ago?" said Dr. Priestley persuasively.
" Sorry, again. You ought to know by this time that
I get most damnably loquacious after a good dinner.
Yes, I saw him all right. He wrote me a note, asking
me to come round and see him. I went that very even-
ing. Christine Venner was out, heaven ..knows where.
Dancing to the bleat of the lachrymose saxaphone, I
expect. Just the type that pretends to enjoy that sort
of horrible noise. Anyhow, I didn't ask.